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	1. Chapter 1

Through the thin clouds, they could see the finishing touches being put on the statue. Though they were several miles away, on a different dot of land, it was clear enough in the late afternoon to see Stoick The Vast's great image being surrounded by Nadders, Nightmares, even a familiar Hotburple hovering low at his knees, threading ropes and hooks to erect the statue just off the mainland.

Hiccup bent himself into a sitting position at the edge of a cliff with a groan, setting his forearm against his knee. Despite his newfound duties, he always found time in the day for a flight, and found it much of a necessity these days. Often, he was alone. Sometimes with Astrid. Today, Valka had joined him and was nearby, murmuring something to their dragons who were tutting agreeably.

He heard her boots crunching through the thin sleet on the grass and glanced up at her as she made to sit beside him.

"Its…" He couldn't seem to come up with any words that didn't threaten to tighten his throat and make him queasy all over again. "Flashy," he decided.

She laughed shortly, but didn't smile. "He would've liked it; it's an honor. When I was young, they told us that the statues of past chieftains surrounded us to keep the village in peace and from harm. It's a symbol. But no matter how to the others choose to remember him, he still lives in you, Hiccup."

Her eyes locked on his. She had this way about her that wouldn't allow someone to look away without her permission first. She held a gaze, and though her words were few, she always said exactly what she meant.

He watched her for a moment, trying to decipher exactly what depth her eyes—that mirrored his own—could hold. It was always hard to tell. Some things about her were plain: she was bright and affectionate, and wise in ways Hiccup knew he had yet to see, not just with dragons. But she was still very much a mystery. There was a side of her that demanded to remain unknown, and even if Hiccup had known her his whole life, he probably wouldn't have discovered it.

He had wondered briefly, watching his parents dance, what she had been like before. Exactly how much she had changed and transformed since her years with dragons. He wouldn't ever know, much like he would never Toothless's origins or what it was like to have both of his parents at once. But perhaps it was not the beginnings that counted.

He looked away and began to absently gather a small pile of sleet at his feet. It had flurried this morning in the chilly air that surrounded Berk, but it should've been the rainy season.

"I…have been thinking of leaving," Valka admitted suddenly. He looked to her, but she was looking away now, her eyes dull and locked on the ground. It made him feel worried to think she was having trouble finding her words.

"Not that village hasn't received me kindly, but…" She sighed and waited several seconds. "Though you're here, it still isn't home. It hasn't been home in…in a lifetime."

He watched a hard line of sadness and regret form on her brow.

"Some of the creatures are happy here, and they'll be welcomed to stay. But I'd take the others with me…"

"So you've decided then?" he asked, not meaning to interrupt, and not meaning for his voice to make an abandoned and desperate crack. But it had, and it brought those green eyes upon him again, and her hand to his cheek, reaching far over the expanse between them.

She watched him again, like she was taking in his every feature.

"My son," she said, soothingly. She had that way about her, and it just puzzled him more. What would she have been like when he was twelve and pushed into the mud, or ten and sat by himself at mealtimes, or fifteen and lying his way to the forest on afternoons to feed a wounded dragon?

"My _boy_," she said again, firm and believing. "I hadn't ever expected this to happen. I would've never guessed I'd see you again. You, and your father…you were gone from me. And know this, that I didn't stay away because I disliked you or thought there was anything wrong. You are the strength your father saw within you."

He glanced down but didn't pull out of her grasp.

"And I'm not leaving now because of any such reason, either," she said resolutely, leaning away from him and dropping her hand.

"I know," he confirmed.

"I want to see you marry that pretty girl," she said, making Hiccup grin and roll his eyes. "And I want to see my grandchildren," she said expectantly, as if she expected them tomorrow, and he laughed.

"These are things I never thought I'd see or have ever again, Hiccup." She wasn't continuing or crafting pretexts. She expected him to understand. It was a statement, so he nodded.

"You can…still see all of those things, Mom," he said, hoping she understood that he wanted her to visit, not that he was trying to bait her to stay.

And then something unsettling, yet oddly calming, churned in his chest. He'd never called her that. He'd never called her anything except the crazy-feral-dragon-lady, and he wasn't sure that counted as any sort of compliment. He wasn't sure if he'd ever say it again, but it was nice for now.

A smile tugged hopefully at the corners of her mouth. "Yes. I can."

In the chilly air around them, Valka's eyes on his seemed to warm him.

"Alright," he said, and then chuckled because it was like he was giving her permission.

They settled into silence, watching the far-off swarm of dragons flying back to land, the statue standing proudly in the distance.

Hiccup sighed and poked at the ground before stealing a glance at her again. She was already leaving, after such a short period of time. He understood why, but something inside him longed for her to stay.

In reality, she held no responsibility for who he was now. She wasn't here to watch him feel so shameful and be teased daily by the other kids, by the other adults for that matter. She wasn't here during quiet nights at the Haddock house when father and son had no conversation to make, when he mostly hid in his room drafting new inventions. She wasn't here when he was in bed for weeks with a new and strange contraption attached to his missing appendage, and she wasn't here when his father—finally, since before he could remember—hugged him and held emotion behind it.

And as much as she could hold no accountability for him, he couldn't find it in him to hold blame against her.

She had missed so much, and they'd never be able to make time catch up with them. But there was something that he wouldn't let go of, no matter how far away she chose to stay from him. Something as unspoken and as mysterious as a rider's bond with a dragon. He knew she was, as his father always said, 'his own.' He just didn't know how a missing piece fit into a puzzle that he didn't know was incomplete in the first place.

She caught his stare. "What is it?"

He glanced away again and shook his head. "Nothing. I just…I feel like we're so…"

Cloudjumper mirred anxiously behind them, shifting his talons into the ground. Toothless was bounding up behind him from what seemed a great distance; Hiccup hadn't even heard them wander off.

"Alright, we're coming," Valka said, and Cloudjumper's mane of spikes wriggled in anticipation.

She rose, whatever Hiccup was going to say forgotten. "Perhaps we'll be back in time for dinner? Astrid told me she was roasting a lamb at your house."

Hiccup cringed. "Oh no." He looped himself into Toothless's harness. "In that case, let's take the long way."

Valka's laugh echoed upwards, as Cloudjumper's great wings pulsed. Toothless followed, and the sharp chill of the wind silenced anything Hiccup had been trying to say before.

At home, the pungent and tangy smell of lamb was pouring down the hillside upon which Hiccup's house was built, unfortunately unscathed by the battle just two weeks ago. Unfortunately, because he had hoped, as they surveyed the other homes and the damage to be repaired, that his would be among the ruined so that he wouldn't have to feel the empty presence of his father marked everywhere inside the dim lit home.

He swallowed all the emotion up before stepping inside, and Astrid kissed him sweetly on the cheek. He didn't even feel bashful when his arm caught her around the waist, and he pulled her close to whisper in her ear how wonderful her cooking smelled. Valka busied herself with setting the table like she hadn't been eating with the tips of her fingers for the past twenty years. She managed to find the mead they saved for special occasions, hoping it would boost their spirits and take the chill off their skin.

But when they sat at the table, all rumblings in Hiccup's stomach that indicated hunger ceased and he just pushed Astrid's tender lamb stew around the plate before dropping his fork.

"I'm just suddenly…not very hungry," he admitted emptily.

The room stilled in silence a moment before the two women dropped their forks themselves. "I'm sorry…I should've thought…"

Hiccup's hand pressed against Astrid's on the table, stopping her and assuring her it was ok. He rose, and steered himself for the stairs. Going for a flight now would make it too easy for someone to find him. Funny how that worked these days. He tried so hard to find detours and hiding spots that were far away from the main island, but he always seemed to be found no matter how far he and Toothless ventured to be by themselves.

Alone in his bedroom, he figured a more exclusive spot would be the rooftop, and planted his metal foot out the window first to test the slickness of the surface covered in thin icicles. He managed, and mentally bet that the two downstairs wouldn't come looking for him—at least for half an hour.

He'd watched the sun descend about two centimeters in the sky before he heard her voice.

"Your new hiding spot isn't very good."

He turned his head only slightly over one shoulder to watch Astrid already with one leg over the window sill to join him.

"I figured if people find me when I'm actually trying to be hidden, they won't when I'm not."

She perched next to him, testing her weight on the beams and ice. "Sound reasoning, definitely."

They sat in silence a few moments. That was there way, and he sort of liked it. That they could be that comfortable. But she spoke.

"So Valka's leaving. Is that what's wrong?"

She always knew when and where to twist the knife.

"No," he answered, sounding like a whining child. He flicked a bit of ice down the beams of the roof, watching it bounce.

"I believe you," she said dully, sarcastically.

"No, its not," he said more firmly. "Its all of it."

"Are you mad?"

"Of course not. I want her to…to be happy, and all of that. But its weird because she just got back here. I want to get to know her more and everything, but it still seems unnecessary in a way. Her being here, I mean. I thought she was dead for my whole life. And she just stumbles upon me? It really doesn't make any sense."

"Maybe. But maybe it feels unnecessary because you won't let yourself deserve it."

He paused and looked over at her. It wasn't difficult for her to ever decipher his psychobabble. At one point it had been, but she'd listened to enough of his rants by now to be able to sort out the true meaning of his words. She was amazing like that.

"You've really got to stop doing that," he said, feeling like he should smile but didn't have the strength to.

She leaned against his shoulder. "It's a good skill to have if I'm going to keep hanging around, I think," she said nonchalantly and proudly all at once.

They fell into silence again, and Hiccup wondered if she could really be right. He hadn't ever thought of himself as undeserving of anything. True, he'd never felt like he belonged anywhere, and had stopped trying to please people long ago. He just had figured he'd settle for something less, and maybe that's where the undeserving part came in. But now, with circumstances shifting, he had to reevaluate, and it all just seemed too much to think about, even for his busy mind. Maybe he'd just have to let thing unfold themselves.

He nudged the crown of her head with his cheek. "Hey."

She hummed in response.

"Remember that night we discovered Tailfin Island? And we stayed gone way too late."

"Do I remember your dad and my brother almost murdering us when we got back just before dawn? Of course I do."

"Do you remember the bonfire?"

He heard the smile in her voice. "I remember what happened _around _the bonfire, quite vividly, yes."

He let himself blush and continued. "Remember how we talked about maybe getting married?"

"Yeah."

"Well, I want to do that. Tomorrow."

She sat up and looked at him wide eyed. "Tomorrow? Hiccup, we've got to prepare. There's so many other things going on right now, so much work to be done. And I'll have to make a dress. Oh gods, a dress." She seemed to deflate at the thought and it made him laugh and lean over to nuzzle his nose against her cheek.

"Maybe not tomorrow. But soon. In spring. Do you want to?" He looked up at her, eyes expectant and wide like a dragon hatchlings'.

"Of course I do," she answered softly. "In spring."

He bent forward just a few inches and kissed her, allowing himself to linger there for a handful of seconds. She reciprocated with a small, teasing peck. "Let's get back inside before we catch our death out here."

She helped him back over the ledge and into his bedroom. Dusk had already fallen, so she kissed him at the bottom of the stairs and said she should go home. Valka appeared through the backdoor after feeding Cloudjumper and Toothless their dinner.

"There's a room upstairs for you," he told her. "With an empty bed. I know you don't want to stay in the downstairs bedroom, so…" He trailed off, and took a gulp of air. Why did anything concerning the mention of his father tighten his chest so much?

She nodded and touched his cheek when she passed him, ascending upstairs and leaving him to his thoughts, finally without interruption.

He plopped himself on a chair in the main room, head between his hands. He gazed at the flames in front of him, low and crackling.

"Dad," he said to no one. This felt ridiculous. But it could work. "Maybe…" he whispered, dropping his hands. "I'm…really at a loss here, and I don't have any idea how to lead…I'm really uncertain about pretty much everything, except that I know I want to marry her. And you'd be happy of that."

He paused. "Things are going to be hard. They're going to be strange for a long time. But maybe it'll all work out, anyways."

He watched the flames dance in response, and leaned backwards in his chair to rest into the smooth hide that covered it.

Maybe it would work out.


	2. Chapter 2

"Hiccup?"

The flame cast odd shadows along the walls when he woke, bracing himself on his elbows, chest heaving, a slick layer of sweat over his brow and his back.

He gasped and turned away from the light on instinct, and tried to ignore the low gasp that emitted from him as his lungs tried to fill themselves.

Gentle fingers pressed along his shoulder, practiced at knowing when to touch and when not to after years with unpredictable creatures. He didn't flinch away but drew in another breath and hung his head.

"You were shouting," his mother said behind him. She was perched at the edge of the bed, holding the short and stubby candlestick that was the cause of the strange slanted shadows in his room. They felt softer and warmer now that he knew she wasn't a figment of the frayed edges of a nightmare.

"I'm sorry." He shuddered.

Her hand squeezed his shoulder and patted it lovingly.

"I was watching it happen all over again." He slowly sat so he could just see her out of the corner of his eye. He couldn't look at her.

"I was there again…and I couldn't move to stop it. It was him, and then it was Astrid, and him again and…"

Her fingers reached up to thread into his hair, silencing him. He looked at her completely now.

He didn't know exactly where from within the desire came to be closer to her, but he leaned forward, his cheek pressing against her shoulder. He breathed again and found it a little easier. Her palm was flat against his shoulder blades now, and he suddenly wondered at how big her hands actually were, or how small he was.

How small he had been when she first knew him.

"I'm sorry," he said again.

"Hush," she said.

He waited several seconds, breathing in the unfamiliar scent of her. She smelled like the smoke of a fire, and some sort of sweet he couldn't identify. He'd try to memorize it before she took her leave in only a few days, once the dragons had finished helping to rebuild the village.

He leaned away, and pressed a hand over his face, in shame, hiding himself, but maybe he could pass if off as wiping away the salt of sweat.

Sleeping had been difficult recently. It had been almost a month now, and nights like this were becoming more frequent. Never had he woken her, or caught himself shouting like she claimed he was.

He'd jolted awake many times in the past week, remembering just the translucent fog of what had happened in his dreams, and they always seemed to be a bit different. Once he'd dreamt of a new war, a different war where their enemies had descended upon their village when it was in the midst of some grand celebration. Astrid's figure had been next to him, in a sea foam green silk dress and had pulled the sword he had sheathed from his side to run onto the battlefield. He'd run after her into a throng of chaos, and had seen Toothless there, with narrow eyes and plasma bubbling hotly in his mouth. That night, resuming sleep had been impossible.

He groaned out loud, and scrubbed at his eyes with the heels of his hands. "No wonder you want to leave," he mumbled, not aware he'd actually said it.

She stood unexpectedly, and leaned forward, pressing a kiss to the crown of his head. He expected her to leave next, when she moved for the door. But he saw the candle light shadows stop their movement along the floor when she paused.

"I assume you won't be going back to sleep," she said.

He looked up, hoping not to look too helpless.

She grinned widely and almost mischievously, looking a lot like Toothless when he played a joke.

"Well, then there's only one thing do now, isn't there?"

He was up and tugging on yesterday's tunic as soon as she'd left the room. He didn't bother with clean clothes, but pulled on a fur vest for good measure and met her outside where Toothless was already trampling the ground in excitement. Cloudjumper just stood proudly and erect, watching the younger dragon with curious eyes.

Hiccup had found that dragons had an irregular sleeping schedule and needed much less than humans. It changed with the seasons, but when it had only been Toothless on the island, he had noticed that food fueled the dragon much more than sleep did, and little naps throughout the day was all he needed. Toothless was always awake in the early morning, and Hiccup usually rose with the sunrise now because of his pestering for a morning ride.

Silently, they took the skies. He led the way, allowing Toothless to fly as fast as he desired to burn off the adrenaline that came from the nightmare.

It was impossible not to lose track of time up here. He never counted miles or distance unless they were planning to add to the map, he just let the Night Fury lead, breaking through early morning mist in the still-dark sky, letting it cool his face. The air was different up here. Untouched and just asking to be encountered. The idea was exciting; that no matter how far they flew, they'd never discover the entire earth, never take the same path twice, never totally reach the end.

He leaned back, folding his arms over his chest and clicking down on the gear that locked Toothless's tail.

He watched the stars overhead and remembered what someone had told him; that the stars were made of the souls of great leaders, an his father was among them. The idea was ridiculous. His father no longer existed in the way he had before; nothing physical could contain him now. He was gone and the only thing to further his memory was Hiccup himself.

Valka pulled up beside him, smiling down on him. She pointed into the distance and he sat up to watch a 'V' of Monstrous Nightmares ablaze in flight far ahead of them. He grinned. Underneath them, ignited like sparking, surging balls of fire, their hatchlings flew in the protection of their wings.

The riders whooshed past them, and Hiccup let their heat warm him, lingering on the tops of his ears and his cheeks as they passed.

The sun peeked over the horizon, its light creating streaks of deep purple and pink along the water and the clouds. Hiccup smiled at reached down to scratch Toothless's ears. He felt the rumble of appreciation beneath his fingers, and patted his friend gently.

"Pretty cool, huh bud?" he said.

When the reached the island again, some of the villagers were already awake, and Hiccup was rounded easily into chiefly duties, feeling a twinge of guilt if he would've refused his help. At least for now.

-O-O-O-

"So I'm having nightmares now, apparently," he said, dunking the large iron brush back into the water bucket. Relieved, Toothless bounded away from his monthly toothbrushing, pawing at the smooth flat rocks of the stable floor, before lighting them and curling up. Stormfly, however, nudged Astrid with her jaw, encouraging her to continue the grooming. Astrid kept scrubbing her dragon's already shining teeth.

"Can't be a good thing," the blonde said.

"Are you kidding? It's the best. It's the most excitement I get all week," he groaned.

"What are you gonna do about it?"

He shrugged. "Don't know what I can do. Deal with it I guess."

Satisfied, Stormfly backed away, and went to where her friend lay to show off her new shining spiked fangs.

Astrid sighed and suddenly looked serious. Her sleeves were soaked with water and her bangs were damp. He reached up to push them behind her ear, tugging on the little braid she had made around the top of her head today.

"I'm worried about you," she said.

He tried to test and see if he could unknot the strand of cord around the end of her braid, but she had double-knotted it—to prevent his habit, not unlikely.

"Sorry," he said because he didn't know what else to say.

She put her hands on his shoulders, and he flicked his thumb through the fray of hairs tied off by the knotted cord.

"I'm making a sword…" he said. "To give to your brother."

She caught on. He was referring to the bride price he was expected to give to her family, by tradition. Though her parents were long dead, Bear was their heir and her only surviving family.

"A shield to, maybe an axe if I can manage it…"

"Don't worry about that right now," she stopped him. "It isn't important. What's important is making sure you're alright."

"What's going to make me 'alright' is having the security of a stubborn, hard-headed Viking woman with brute strength and killer good looks by my side."

She rolled her eyes. "You really are ridiculous." She planted her palms on his cheeks and yanked him down the few inches towards her for a kiss. He was boggled a moment and smiled against her.

"Get a room," Ruff begged at the entrance of the stable, grimacing.

-O-O-O-

He had become fond of nighttime flights to ease his mind.

His mother had left the morning of another episode. The dream with Astrid in the green dress again. And this time, Toothless had nudged him awake, nuzzling his snout into his best friend's cheek for comfort while he tried to catch his breath.

Now they sat side by side on a cliff's edge, in the darkness of midnight. He was leaned against Toothless's side, his legs dangling over the edge.

He rolled his head against the dragon's scales to get his attention. "I'm glad I have you, bud."

Toothless purred in understanding.

"I don't think I'm worried anymore about this chief thing; I've handled it pretty good so far, I think." He sounded unconfident and sleepy, but Toothless shifted under him, approving.

He had taken over the responsabilities easily, and he knew he had the trust and support of the people behind him. The entire village had felt the blow of Stoick's death, and understood that Hiccup felt it most. He knew he could be a leader. The past five years had proved to him that he had the ability to, but there was always the fear of executing an idea, of the village council who was his only help in learning how not to do this or that, and the impossibly large seat he could never fill among them.

Then there was the fifteen year reign of Hiccup the Horrendous that the village seemed to have grace for, but Hiccup remembered during every decision he was faced with.

At the very least, he would have to grow into all of this, and he had no fear of having to do that alone.

"I don't think I'll ever stop missing him. But that's how it should be, I guess. I've never lost anyone. Not even my mom."

He sighed. At least not until this week. She'd always just been gone, and he hadn't ever really questioned her supposed death or wanted to. It had become part of a bond for Astrid, he thought, to assume that both of their mothers had been killed in a dragon raid. But his had been gone since before his memories would recall, and so he had never wanted her or been able to miss her. And now, knowing who she was and watching her intrinsic bond with the dragons, he did miss her. He missed her knowledge and her advice that she hadn't had the time to give.

She would've been great at leading the training school. He would've approved her position in no time, but she needed to be free and with her own family, as they had come to consider her. He could learn to be happy for that. And she had promised to visit for their wedding, and hoped to return months later to a round-bellied, rosy-faced Astrid—upon which suggestion Astrid had grimaced.

His thoughts were broken when he spotted a familiar formation of sparks pass over him. The Monstroous Nightmares kept tight, all lit to wing to tip. They were low enough for Hiccup to feel the heat and hear the babies rumbling. Hard to see, but still visible at the edges of the light they gave off, was a dragon of a different species. A Timberjack. He identified its unique wings easily.

He gasped and reached for Toothless, who was stiff and poised behind him for attack of flight, whichever came first. Hiccup watched them pass over Berk and away again, and in the illumination of the retreating flock, he saw the form of a rider on the Timberjack's lean body.

"This could be bad."

-O-O-O-

AN: Number one, way too many semi-colons and I'm not sorry. I love semi-colons. Semi-colons are love. And two, if you've ever ridden an ATV, they shift with a little metal rod that the rider pushes up or down on with their toes. That's kind of what I imagine the gears on Toothless's saddle to be like, since Hiccup doesn't have an ankle to pivot. Makes sense in my head, and it isn't exactly clear in the second movie how this works. But there were probably many models and marks of his saddle, because Hiccup would probably want to try new ideas out just for fun, so even if I'm wrong, that's how I picture it. If its inaccurate, oh well. I don't even know why I'm explaining this so in-depth. Anyways, if you enjoyed, please review and keep reading.


	3. Chapter 3

Spring had broken in Berk. Bewilderbeast ice long gone, the two-month long chill that had lingered with it was gone too. The grass was green again in the glen, and the lake liquid and teeming with fish—at least until Toothless caught them all.

Spring meant the dragons would be shedding their scales in exchange for new ones, and spring meant it was Hiccup's time to finish the weapons he was to give Astrid's brother in exchange for her hand. He had crafted a beautiful sword, and polished it to a glimmer. He'd pieced together and painted a beautiful shield with an abstract depiction of a blonde girl reaching up to the beautiful blue wings of a Nadder.

All of this combined meant it was now time to don the chief's cloak that had belonged to his father and belt his family's sword around his hips.

He had not entered the downstairs bedchamber in the three months since the battle, and now he struggled to just simply push the door inward.

Finally, he let himself inside and tried not to look at the gigantic bed at the center of the room. He beelined for the wardrobe and yanked it open, in a hurry to leave the heavy empty space. He hesitated a moment, looking up at the fur cloaks and oversized tunics folded in their spots and hung on hooks along the back wall of the wardrobe. In the very center hung the cloak of not-quite-white sheep's fur, with a broach of heavy gold.

He gulped at the sight of it.

It was only ever worn on special occasions, more specifically to ceremonies. He had seen his father in it multiple times, at weddings, and when the village welcomed their warriors home after months away.

His hand buried into the flaxen fur when he reached for it, and the cinnamony, hearty smell of his father still lingered on the inside softness where a brown silk lining was sewn.

He felt his lips press together tightly and blinked his burning eyes a few times before he tossed it over his shoulders. It was heavy and thick, hanging around him in all the wrong places, covering his front. He clasped the buckle over his heart, working slowly and finally relaxing his shoulders.

It felt weird. But he supposed it was his now, and maybe he could come to see it as an inheritance and not a weight.

He found the family's sword hung on his father's wall, and had to use his own belt that he'd made in the forge to secure it around himself. He took a heavy breath and touched the hilt, gripping it tight to maybe steady himself while he exited the room and made to gather the other weapons.

Astrid let herself inside, ready to go with him to her house. When she spotted him, he heard her gasp.

He turned to her, her fingers over her lips, a smile playing beneath them. "Hiccup…" She dropped her hand and the line of her mouth evened itself. "You look so handsome."

He dropped his weapons once more onto the empty dining table, and grabbed for her waist. "C'mere, you."

He gazed down at her, her pale eyes smiling.

"You look like a chief, Hiccup." She settled her hand against his chest, into the down that covered it. "A great chief."

He pulled a smile, crooked and bashful, not intending for her to kiss it away so quickly, but it was welcomed all the same.

He tucked the weapons beneath one arm, and offered her the other.

Outside their house, her brother was waiting. Astrid had already prepared—and failed to prepare, several times over—the customary meal that both families were to have together. Actually, she'd just failed. But had enlisted the help a village woman, but no one needed to know that. It would be small, she thought, but it would be theirs all the same.

She watched Hiccup sigh and draw his shoulders up in anxiousness before he released her arm. He hesitated again, laying the shield against the ground, and drawing the sword. He seemed to collect himself all at once, an air of confidence and finality taking over.

Hiccup kneeled on his good knee before her brother, Bear, who had gotten all of her mother's height and her father's broad shoulders, large for his age, but not uncommon in the village. Though Hiccup was small before him, his stature didn't diminish the integrity and honor he carried and now placed before the Hofferson's heir.

She heard him begin to speak.

"Before the gods, Frigga and Fulla, I ask a blessing from you to wed the only daughter of the Hofferson name. May you look kindly upon the gifts I have given, seeing them worthy and sufficient for such an honor. May favor and fruitfulness bless both families, future descendants, and the God Elli carry us together in unity."

She had to smile at the formality that was so un-Hiccup, and wondered who had taught him that speech. Probably Gobber.

He picked himself up quickly and took several steps backwards, uncertainty flooding his features again before Bear reach forward to clasp his hand, holding them between their bodies.

"Frigga and Fulla bless you," he answered, and Hiccup nodded with a shy smile.

-O-O-O-

Well that was over with, he thought. The nightmares, not so much. He asked Astrid to come with him tonight for company, and because he wanted to see if the group of dragons he'd seen with Valka and again by himself would return. He didn't even try to sleep, not wanting to admit to the fear that tugged in his chest at the thought of allowing himself to vulnerable to dreams.

She'd caught several hours before meeting him at his house at exactly midnight, without Stormfly.

"She wouldn't wake up when I went to the stables for her. Miss Priss needs her beauty sleep, apparently," she'd joked on their way to the cliffs. "Why do you want me to come again?"

"I want to show you something," he said evenly. Maybe they'd see the Nightmares and the Timberjack again and be able to get a better look at the rider.

"What, exactly?"

"You'll see." He plopped next to Toothless once they'd found their usual spot, where one had the perfect view of the sun breaking the horizon at dawn.

"I've seen plenty of sunrises, Hiccup," she said. "If you're trying to be romantic…"

"Its not the sunrise," he assured her, watching the sky diligently.

She was too smart for her own good. "Did you see something, Hiccup?" she said softly, close beside him.

He looked over to her. "I saw a flock of Monstrous Nightmares, all on fire. And a Timberjack, with a rider. I didn't see his…her…face, I don't know anything, but I just get this weird feeling like it can't be good. Not this close after the Bewilderbeast."

She nodded. "So what's the plan if it is a threat?"

"Don't know. We'll have to see how serious the threat is. Berk has allies, but Dad couldn't get all of them to completely agree with our new way of life. Dragons as friends. Some do, but some still think its crazy. So if this is from one of those lands, that's what I'm worried about. If its just another crazy madman, well, that's nothing we haven't seen before."

She braced her back against him. They waited in silence several seconds, until Hiccup's overactive mind had a new thought.

"I wonder how the council would react to having a female member for the first time in three-hundred years."

"Who said anything about that?" she countered.

"Well, you'd be my second in command."

"A chief's wife isn't the second in command."

"Traditionally, no."

"Wow, a marriage proposal and a business proposal in the same day."

He hesitated. "Would you want that?"

She reached around for his hand, planting hers over his on the ground.

"I could get used to it."

He chuckled out loud at her line. He'd said that to her just after waking up from having his leg removed and being unconscious for two weeks.

"Just make sure I'll never have to step up."

He laughed again. "Sometimes I wonder why you picked me."

"Picked you? I picked Toothless, not you," she said and Hiccup made an offended noise. Toothless purred happily.

"I think about what drew me to you. And it certainly wasn't your looks."

"Hey!"

Toothless let out several low rumbles, and Hiccup knew he was laughing. He thumped the dragon's flank gently with the back of his hand. 

"Until recently. It was probably because you showed me something I'd never seen before. Something beautiful and new. Another part of me I didn't know I needed; I give you the credit for training Stormfly. All of us should give you credit. Without you, things would've never changed."

Hiccup smiled up at the indigo colored sky. "Well, I guess all of that makes up for the dig about my handsome, muscly, Viking-ness."

Astrid laughed, but it was drowned out by a screech above them.

Hiccup bolted upright and Toothless crouched low.

"It's the Timberjack!" Hiccup shouted, the scream coming like the sound of a scythe. The legless dragon soared above them, alone save for its rider, not illuminated by moonlight or Nightmare firelight. The roar of trees being sliced and falling in a wave of green threw them into panic for a moment, and Hiccup managed to grab Astrid's arms, steering her out of the way. "Fly Toothless back home and wake the others. Don't send anyone until I make it back to the village to give orders."

"I'm not leaving you here defenseless!" she refuted.

He backed her up toward his dragon. "Go! I have Inferno. I'll be fine."

Trees fell dangerously close. Astrid threw a glare at him before mounting Toothless and clicking his tail into gear like Hiccup had shown her. He swooped into the air at breakneck speed and Hiccup turned to run deftly over the rocks to reach the trees. He fought to climb and stumble over branches and trunks in his path, swept down by the dragon's razor-like wings. He had not yet lit Inferno, until he reached a familiar clearing and blazed the sword to life, hoping to find a trail he knew well and follow it towards the creature.

But there, in the dim light, he saw the shadow of the dragon, its dangerous wings stretched upwards.

He brought the sword over his head, making wide circles to show the dragon he meant no harm, but he noticed the narrow ferocity in its yellow eyes, and assumed that any of his movements wouldn't help his case now.

The glow of the sword landed across the silhouette of a woman, her dark hair in her face, standing close to her dragon, both of them daring him to make any sudden moves.

He ducked his head, still keeping eye contact, bending his knees a bit. "Hey," he started, and felt a strange swirl at the pit of his stomach. "Are you ok? Are you hurt?" He didn't know what else to ask.

Neither girl nor dragon moved. Just stared at him with fixed eyes.

"I've seen you flying around our island the past couple of months." He gestured behind him with Inferno, sending a trail of sparks. "With your Monstrous Nightmares. Are those yours?"

The dragon hissed, and he could've sworn he heard the girl do the same.

"Hey, its alright. I'm not going to hurt you." He reached his free hand out, hoping to calm them. "What's your name?"

He waited. No answer. "I'm Hiccup. I'm the chief to the village nearby. Are you sure you're alright? I can take you to a healer, or some—" He took a few steps forward, holding Inferno away, over his shoulder, but he didn't have time to finish before the woman leapt forward, and all at once she knocked him backwards, her fingers grabbed for his throat and his iron leg lost its footing when he tried to jump back and blackness took over, darker than the night above them.

-O-O-O-

AN: I have heard that the TV show had some instances where other tribes or leaders would show up, but I've never seen the TV show. So I can't really account for them, so if this doesn't go along with canon, I guess I'll say I'm taking liberties. This one was shorter, but I like it. I hope you do too.


End file.
